258               RICHARD  LOVELACE

That thou mightst sinking in thy triumphs moan,
And I triumph in my destruction.

Hail, holy cold! chaste temper, hail! the fire
Rav'd o'er my purer thoughts I feel t' expire,           40

And I am candi'd ice.   Ye pow'rs, if e'er
I shall be forc'd unto my sepulchre.
Or violently hurl'd into my urn,
Oh, make me choose rather to freeze than burn.

ORPHEUS TO BEASTS

SONG

HERE, here, oh here Eurydice,

Here was she slain;
Her soul 'still'd through a vein.

The gods knew less,
That time, divinity,                                     5

Than ev'n, ev'n these

Of brutishness.

Oh, could you view the melody

Of ev'ry grace,
And music of her face,                                10

You 'd drop a tear.
Seeing more harmony

In her bright eye,

Than now you hear.

ORPHEUS TO WOODS

SONG

HARK! 0 hark! you guilty trees,
In whose gloomy galleries
Was the cruel'st murder done
That e'er yet eclips'd the sun.
Be then henceforth in your twigs
Blasted, ere you sprout to sprigs;
Feel no season of the year,
But what shaves off all your hair;
Nor carve any from your wombs
Aught but coffins and their tombs.